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quite  another  thing.  However.  I  really 
wanted  to  go.  ^  a  matter  of  curiosity  ;  and 

since  Mrs.  B - hud  shown  me  so  much 

Trill  dUesa,  and  even  sent  her  own  cousin 
Frank  around  to  «ay  he  “  would  Ik*  happy 
to  attend  me  "  /which,  by  the  way,  I  knew 
was  ft  mistak-'  ,  1  decided  to  do  so. 

Of  course-.  I  Inal  to  examine  my  plain 
wardrobe  and  ruminate  considerably,  with 

my  good  aunt’s  help,  to  make  it  out.  J 
scareely  knew  myself  iu  the  glass,  when  I 
tras  finally  ,  ..uloped  hi  all  tin*  pretty  things 
suitable  for" tin-  occasion.  Alas  !  it  was  quite 
different  from  the  fanci«*s  of  a  few  years 
ago!  My  ordinary  phiz,  h Hiking  out  from 
its  fuiry  setting,  suggested  forcibly  the  idea 
of  u  potato  amid  a  cluster  of  rare  erotics. 
When  I  finally  found  myself  in  the  spa- 

oioiis  parlor-*  <d  Mrs.  B - ,  surrounded 

with  fair,  luxurious  bounties  and  witching 
graces  that  glfiwed  aud  melted  like  sunset 
clouds,  with  the  mnsic  aud  dancing,  the 
.  hum,  the  IK  * 
whirl  of  flow 

eyes  and  r  m. ’inhered  the  castle-buildings 
1  uf  the  past,  n  m*  inhered  tliat  I  was  really 
only  plain  Susan  Smith,  with  none  who 
cared  for  no*,  uo  pretty  ways  and  admiring 
friends  lik*-  the  otlier  girls— I  admit  feeling 
somewhat  of  a  pang,  all  the  sage  phiMophi- 
,  .zings  I  had  *  v**r  n*iul  ill  laioks,  and  imbilged 
in  the  elos>  t  to  the  contrary  notwithstand¬ 
ing,  I  guv<  myself  up  to  the  dreaming  that 
,rou/d  come,  amid  the  soft  vague  ripple  of 
liesuty  that  >urrounded  me.  fIhe  dreams  of 

B  .  .  .  *  r  the  past,  w  hich  I  had  thought  long  since 

1  run  *ui  i till  innM.  J)u  not  bUn,  tltiiT  r  .  v.  „ 

.  .  ,  ,  • ,  conquered,  bore  me  away  m  the  (Inn  maze, 

reader,  lam  worst*  than  that — a  (lwnleuly  1 
i  •  i  i  •  ii.  :  i  l  t  *  ii  *i,1M  and.  for  a  time,  hound  me  captive. 

I d»in  looking  **ld  fimnl.  *  I  t«*Ll  yon  tius  t  _  I  , 

fran klv,  at  the  h«  ginning,  so  that  if  you  are  Gradually  mv  philosophic  ®i»irit  gained 

expecting  t**  hear  a  miec.-Ksion  of  romantic  the  ascendency  over  the  imaginative.  The 

adventure*,  ultaUut  the  loves  and  somiis  vagne  clouds  of  rihlxins,  muslins,  and  pretty 

t,n«*  of  lh<*  fairest  flowers  on Yurtli,”  |  faces,  together  with  the  darker  and  taller 

can  make  imyoiu  mind  to  he  disaj 
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Of  mmr  h«(  r 1  wary .  told  o’er  »al  *>'ef  , 

ti  night.  will.  dull,  »»*••  halm  tl  routine. 

But  y»t  «li*  «*»  "rewtrwi  purptw-.”  t»o 
iliwirMiiK  tkn  to  vliwli  all  rl»r  murt  yield  ; 

Aud  *•  U»r  vpry  iwwllH'M  <«f  tier  life, 
lb  *  »|iiia,t*<  «iio|4i>  Ity  au*i  raiin. 

Mtia.i  ».  Iu  ici  aijenrr,  atrwdi  tls-  <  kr 
W'.r»  .i,»-l'i3Utii.i!‘  a  itiw  '<r«l  would  liavr  done 
Juat  a*  *t  n  irr<nr  a1  l  UAti.tui-.l  to 
•fli.  ,»t  g’ul  •  liiiu}  *'l  li*r»li  Ui»  hitiery, 

AH'l  p  yr  foumlly  ib  ••»»r  narrow  le  rtba 
An. ill  Ui*  turmoil  .  I»nt  it  »odt|euly  , 

*1  W  bmot  vititft  U  llli  lil.  Uidtli'  deep. 

\ j njnnbuftjf  tb»  itonuiii  w*  i*  »il 
Tliat  *ur«  ttie  a. r.  *r«  ml.  ii  Witii  b  -tart. 

A iid  Buktu  te  rror  v. iiat  1»»j»  l»apj<*  utd ;  tlien 
Sink  I -b*  k  bi'b.u  and  ktuilr  t"  tuink.  indrctl. 

'Dial  ml'  n  ■  -l.fidd  l-Bkti  wBk.'Ui  d  u*  ' 

I  .  ,  AU* 

Tin  world  Ub.  nrr»wu  mo  fevi-fiBhlv  U“t. 

Willi  BltuB  BUll  -luoll  BtuLlltIUUB.  that 

A  life  trial  fl  liBB  till  1-eiJ  BJid  fl.ai 

t»f  h.  B^ti.ful  purfawe  lit  iw  ttittw  'riil  »»-•  m 

JvruliBr  *  *•  —  G-iUtx jr. 


v  chit-chat,  the  bright,  dizzy 
r  ,  smiles,  dimples,  and  bright 


i 


•hi  tin- 


W'Bieriy  MB«Biliiie 

MY  ONLY  L0V£R. 


of  ‘ 

yoa 

jsiinti  d  Well,  ils  I  have  said.  I  am  ex¬ 
ceedingly  ordinary  ;  not  downright  ugly- 
would  tliat  1  wen*!  for  then  there  would  Ite 
soincthiug  reiiiarkahle  alniut  me— but  just 
one  of  thosi*  ordinary  flesh-and-lilofal  mor¬ 
tals  wlio  go  hi  fill  up  the  niches,  hut  whom 
In  Judy  is  ever  at  all  struck  with.  Hair  of 
tlie  ordinary  brownish,  darkish  color,  and 
co tnl  *cd  stniight  hack  ;  eyes  »f  a  grayish- 
hlue  (as  nearly  as  I  can  ascertain);  skin 
darkl'd),  yellowish,  and  very  susceptible  to 
}»irqj*hft. 

Neither  have  1  a  ‘‘certain  ease  and  grace,” 
u  “  fueilitv  in  conversation  ”  by  which  one 


forma  in  the  background,  became  more  tan¬ 
gible.  I  became  conscious  that  I  was  sur¬ 
rounded  by  human  beings  ;  that  I  had  an 
excellent  opportunity  for  my  favorite  pnrJ 
HUjt— 4he  study  of  human  nature.  I  soon 
became  edified  and  amused  in  watching  the 
course  of  divers  little  flirtations  and  ma- 
meuvres  on  the  part  of  parties  of  both 
sexes.  Yonder  was  a  tall,  dark -eyed,  fine- 
looking  young  gentlemen,  who  I  perceived 
was  quite  a  lion  among  the  fair  ones.  All 
the  artillery  of  dimples,  blushes,  and  pink 
ribbons  were  skillfully  employed  by  the  re¬ 
spective  proprietors  thereof  to  storm  the 
fortress.  And  he — he  was  smiling,  affable, 


evident  the  proud  beauties  were  exceeding- 

9 

ly  vexed.  Perluips,  now*,  this  was  just  a 


ed  Socratea  the  most  powerful  of  infidel 
writers — how  he  suspected  Homer  of  imita- 


Bookf  anb  Stationery. 


ruse  of  his  for  that  very  purpose  !  If  so,  it  ting  Horace  how  he  though!  Sam  • 

was  an  excellent  one,  and  I’d  help  him  to  Analogy  decidedly  rioh,  equal  to  his 

the  utmost  in  my  power.  Indeed,  I  liked  Hudibras,  etc.*  ml  infinitum.  And  how  he 
the  idea  exceedingly,  and  laitghed  and  eliat-  finally  rose  with  an  air  of  great  satisfaction, 
ted  with  the  animation  thus  inspired.  and  took  hisleuve,  delighted  with  the  assur- 

Wliatever  might  liave  been  the  cause  of  ance  of  my  company  on  the  following  ex  en¬ 
tile  phenomenon,  it  wus  evident,  as  the  en-  ing.  ^  I 

tertaiumeut  drew  to  a  close,  that  he  meant  I  like  mysteries  !  I  like  fua»  too,  as  well 
to  keep  it  up  ;  for  he  uot  only  asked  me  the  as  pretty  gills  ;  notw  ith. standing  my  calm 
pleasure  of  liecoming  my  cavalier  for  the  physique,  Moreover,  I  was  quite  sure  I  had 
evening,  but  begged  to  l>e  allowed  to  oot  s]>ent  a  more  edifying  evening  for  a  long 
see  me  often  at  my  own  home.  And  time  ;  also,  I  was  naughty  enough  to  rejoice 
so,  when  I  had  at  last  established  iu  the  chagrin  of  the  fair  belles.  So,  all 
myself  in  snug  quarters  for  the  night,  it  was  1  things  considered,  I  was  bound  to  keep  it 
only  to  puzzle  my  brain  with  vague  conjee-  up  as  long  as  I  could, 
tures  as  to  whether  the  conduct  of  my  sud-  Matters  now  progressed  at  an  astonishing 
den  admirer  w*as  due  to  some  sudden  pique  nite.  I  attended  operas,  concerts,  readings, 
of  his  own,  to  a  disgust  for  the  xranities  of  lectures,  and  what  not,  with  the  attentive 
the  world,  or  to  my  own  (jMissible)  charms.  allj  gallant  Mr.  Sunderland.  A  new  world 
It  xvas  only  ft  few  evenings  after  the  t ioir>  c  w»is  opened  liefore  me.  Contact  with  real, 
when,  as  I  sat  in  onr  cozy  little  back  par-  active,  outward  life,  invigorated  me.  I  saw 
lor,  reading  the  evening  paper  to  my  uncle,  with  my  own  eyes,  heard  with  my  own  ears, 
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rnitfht  lie  ied  to  forget  the  plain  exterior.  I  gallant,  and  by  no  means  deficient  in  the 
have  neither  “sweetness”  nor  “brilliancy”  1136  °f  weapons  of  his  own.  \es,  he  was 
of  manner.  My  i*oor,  plain  face  i*  quite  decidedly  the  centre  piece  of  the  picture— 
passive  and  expressionless.  The  soul  is  shut  the  reigning  be,tu  of  the  season.  As  fot 
Up  closely  el*  lsely  in  its  barred  prison  house,  belle*— there  were  two  or  tljree  struggling 
This  fleshly  tabernacle  s«*enis,  in  my  ease,  to  b>r  fbe  ascendency,  and  whether  the  one  or 
tie  rather  a  wall  of  s.*i»a ration*  tluui  'a  con-  tlvr  other  triumphed  was  ascertained  by  the 


tieeting  luik  between  myself  and  humanity. 
I  have  always  iivod  verx*  retired,  and  have 
been  accustomed  for  want  of  society  to  solace 
mys»?lf  with  books  and  castle-buildings*. 

When  I  wjifi  ju«t  verging  on  young-lady¬ 
hood,  I  confess  to  haring  read  such  a  quan¬ 
tity  of  novels  as  passionately  to  desire 
beauty  lunl  a  heroic  lover.  But  the  beauty 
which  I  foudlv  dreamed  that  “sweet  six- 


attentions  of  the  superb  Mr.  Sunderland. 
The  blue  eyes  of  the  fair  Mias  Ella  French 
gleamed  more  tenderly,  or  the  sparkling 
black  one  of  her  rival  flashed  more  brilliant¬ 
ly  from  beneath  the  long  dark  lashes,  as 
Mr.  Sunderland's  low  tones  were  addressed 
to  the  first  or  the  last.  Indeed  the  divers 
feats  of  diplomacy  among  both  the  brighter 
constellations  of  the  evening  and  the  le 


we  were  startled  by  a  ring  at  the  door-bell. 

Now,  you  must  know  that  a  ring^atthe  door 
bell  was  a  very  uncommon  occurrence,  espe¬ 
cially  at  nearly  nine  o’clock,  P.  M. Our 
circle  of  friends  were  small  and  wewere 
wont  to  domesticate  ourselves  in  this  some 
little  back  parlor  iu  a  decidedly  rm*al  man¬ 
ner.  On  the  present  occasion,  therefore, 
the  stand  drawn  up  before  the  fire  was  cov¬ 
ered  with  papers,  books,  and  “  work  my 
uncle  was  stretched  out  upon  the  sofa,  w  ith 
due  accompaniments  of  pillows  and  shawls  ; 
my  aunt,  before  the  fire  in  a  large~  rocking- 
chair,  had  donned  night-cap,  unlaced  gaiters 
and  dress,  and  made  general  preparations 
for  retiring  ;  I,  by  the  light  of  an  oil  lamp, 
was  reading  an  editorial  on  Llie  tariff. 

Iu  this  condition,  as  I  have  said,  we  were 
startled  by  a  ring  at  the  door-bell.  The 
blast  of  the  bugle  before  Front  de  Boeuf’s 
cistle  did  not  create  such  a  sensation.  My 
aunt  hastily  canght  her  dress  together, 
lighted  another  lamp,  and  beat  a  precipi¬ 
tate  retreat  to  her  bed-room,  charging  me 
“if  it  was  anybody  to  see  her,  to  come  and 
tell  her  ncho  it  was  !  ”  My  uncle  roused 
himself,  threw*  back  liia aha wl,  and  “guessed 
it  was  Squire  White  eom^  to  see  about  that 
mortgage.”  Of  course  I  had  thoughts  and 
feelings  of  my  own.  I  sat  back  the  stand, 
put  things  hastily  to  rights,  took  up  the  sol¬ 
itary  lamp,  and  went  to  answar  the  sum¬ 
mons.  When  the  front  door  was  duly  un¬ 
barred  and  opened,  the  clear  moonlight  re¬ 
vealed  tho  features  of — Mr.  Sunderland  ! 

“Is  Miss  Smith  in  ?  ” 

“My  name  is  Smith.” 

.  “Ah!  my  ilea*  Miss  Smith  !  do  excuse 
me!  You  were  entirely  concealed  by  thatflor  with  his  presence.  He  “admired  my 
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tevu  "  or  “  lovclv  sevenb-en  ”  would  surely  lights,  were  not  unlike  those  of  the  politic; 

*  * 

bring  came  not.  I  did  uU  grow  fairer,  my  world  to  be  observed  along  the  pages  of  the 
hair  did  n<>t  gradually  ln’eyme  soft  and  wavy,  CoHgtrsxiantd  Ghibe.  So  I  amused  myself  in 
and  my  eyes  were  no  more  of  an  azure  than  watching  the  course  Of  things  till  my  eyes 
formerly— in  short,  I  was  pretty  much  the  fairiy  ached  with  the  dazzle,  and  I  took  my- 
same  as  ever,  only  more  of  me  !  Therefore,  self  to  p  few  gilded  volumes  wkiqh  graced 
instead  of  the  moonlight  walks,  the  soirees,  tl10  centre-table,  to  catch  breath  a  little  in 
the  attentive  admirers  of  my  maidenly  my  natural  element. 

dreams.  I,  pale-facetl,  peaked-nosed  Susan  I  trtrned  over  a  few  leaves,  read  a  few* 
Smith,  remained  quietly  at  home  all  tin*  verses  of  Tom  Moore’s  dainty  little  noth- 
long  evenings,  just  because  nolxidy  ever  ings,  and  raised  my  head,  to  encounter — was 
asked  me  to  do  otherwise  !  And  so,  remain-  I  w*alking  ?  had  I  not  slipped  into  dream¬ 
ing  all  alone,  and  finding  that  uo  one  was  land  amid  the  bright  wliirl  around  me  ?  No  ; 
going  to  come  along  and  pick  me  up — l*e-  awake,  iu  the  full  possession  of  my  senses, 
eoming  painfully  conscious  of  the  fnct  that  I  encountered  the  gaze  of  those  large  black 
I  was  neither  pretty  enough  for  a  “  witching  eyes  of  Mr  Sunderland  fixed  admiringly  on 
little  fairy  not  yet  ugly  enough  for  a  me.  Thank  Fortune  !  I  had  strong  nerves  ! 
“  genius,  I  just  gave  up  all  the  romantic  so  I  did  not  hunt,  but  kept  on  the  eTen  tenor 
notions  I  had  ever  indulged,  and  resolved,  of  my  way.  I  beheld  the  gentleman  turn, 

without  one  agonizing  death  struggle,  calm-  seek  ont  and  address  Mrs.  B - ;  that  lady 

ly,  firmly,  resolved  to  submit  to  a  life  of  sin- 1  replied,  glanced  at  me,  and  in  another  mo- 
gle- blessedness.  v  ment  the  two  had  advanced  toward  the  cor- 

.Thus  situated,  I  betook  myself  more  than  ner  where  I  sat,  and  “Mr.  Sunderland ”  was 


ever  to  reading.  My  uncle’s  scanty  library 
jas  long  ago  exhausted,  so  I  made  depreda¬ 
tions  on  neighboring  ones,  devouring  everv- 
thing  which  come  in  my  way,  from  “Jack, 
the  Giant  Killer,”  to  “Walter  Scott,”  and 
from  the  “Catechism”  to  Voltaire.  I  had 
.just  become  nicely  settled  in  all  this,  with  a 
feeling  of  great  contentment  as  to  my  lot, 
and  had  given  up  all  idea  of  ever  having  a 
lover,  and  being  like  other  girls — and  then 
came — but  I  am  anticipating. 

One  day,  when  I  was  sitting  with  my  aunt 
in  the  back  parlor,  hemming  some  pillow 
eases,  and  not  dreaming  that  anything  re¬ 
markable  was  going  to  happen  to  me,  an 
invftatfon  came  for  merto  attend  a  soiree  at 
Mrs.  B - ’s*  Now  this  same  Mrs.  B - 


was  a  very  fashionable  lady,  who,  though 
usually  conforming  to  the  round  of  conven¬ 
tional  society,  let  fly,  occasionally,  some 
strange  sparks  of  eccentricity.  It  so  hap¬ 
pened  that  she  had  an  extensive  library,  to 
which,  through  the  acquaintance  of  mv 
aunt,  she  had  allowed  me  free  access.  Per¬ 
ceiving  my  fondness  for  books,  and  perhaps 
something  of  my  habitual  reserve,  she 
strangely  conceived  the  idea  tliat  I— Susan 
Smith — L  the  plain,  awkward,  uninterest¬ 
ing,  unnotioeable  little  nobody  of  a  Susan 
Smith,  was—  * 1  literary.  ”  And  so  she,  being 
quite  a  naturalist  in  her  way,  and  of  course 
wanting  to  collect  all  sorts  of  curious  ani¬ 
mals  for  her  menagerie  on  Wednesday  eve¬ 
ning,  inviting  me. 

Now  I  had  never  attended  a  soiree  except- 
ng  in  imagination  with  the  lovely  heroines 
of  newspaper  stories  ;  and  was  not  only  as¬ 
tonished  with  the  idea  that  such  a  thing  was 
possible,  bat  was  quite  terrified  at  the  pros¬ 
pect  ’Tis  true  I  had  attended  a  few  neigh¬ 
boring  parties,  ami  watched  from  a  corner 
the  progress  of  coquetry  between  the  gay 
Lotharios  and  their  fair  ones  ;  but  this  wa3 


introduced  to  “Miss  Smith/"  Had  the 
earth  opened  and  swallowed  us  up,  I  could 
not  have  been  more  ustounded.  However, 
I  had  little  time  for  conjectures,  as  the  gen¬ 
tleman  seemed  desirous  to  enter  into  imme- 
uiate  conversation.  , 

“A  fine  evening  fora  gathering!  Mrs. 

R - was  a  very  interesting  lady— a  superb 

lady  !  quite  ft  connoisseur,  too  !  I  was  an 
old  acquaintance  of  hers,  was  I  not  ?  Was 
I  fond  of  attending  soirees  ?  Would  I  give 
him  the  pleasure  of  joining  him  in  the  next 
cotillion  ?” 

W  as  not  in  the  habit  of  attending  soi¬ 
rees.  Did  not  dance.  ” 

“  Ah,  he  suspected  I  was  found  of  intel¬ 
lectual  pursuits  !  He  honored  my  choice  ! 
He  did  not  himself  find  satisfaction  in  these 
light,  frivolous  amusements.  He  was  most 
happy  to  find  sympathy  in  a  higher  grade 
of  enjoyment,  etc.” 

For  the  first  time  in  my  life  I  felt  the  in¬ 
convenience  of  not  having  been  initiated 
into  the  mysteries  of  these  little  evening 
tete-a-tetes.  But,  since  regrets  were  q<  no 
avail,  J  was  obliged  to  fall  back  upon  plain, 
common  sense,  and  reply  in  a  straightfor¬ 
ward  manner  to  the  tiest  of  my  abilities. 
Tis  true,  I  was  not  a  little  *  surprised  at  the 
literary  turn  this  brilliant  lady-killer  had 
suddenly  taken,  but  as  there  were  so  many 
queer  things  in  this  world— and  particularly 
just  now — I  left  it  to  ruminate  upon  in  my 
own  snug  little  room  at  home. 

Strangely  enough,  the  gentleman  persist¬ 
ed  in  remaining  by  my  side  during  the 
whole  of  the  next  set,  and  finally  through 
the  entire  evening  ;  as  much  to  the  aston¬ 
ishment  of  the  fair  rivals  of  my  own,  and 
not  a  little  to  their  chagrin.  Some  titter¬ 
ing,  too,  I  observed,  and  suppressed  whis¬ 
perings  of  “Who  is  she  V'  “  What  a  sober, 
grandmotherly-looking  body  f*  It  was  quite 


envious  shadow  !  Have  I  too  much  assur¬ 
ance  in  hoping  that  you  still  retain  the  faint¬ 
est  remembrance  of  yonr  cavalier  of  Wed¬ 
nesday  evening  ?  ” 

Now,  I  was  sure  I  did  uot  know  what  to 
say  to  all  this.  So  I  only  assured  him  to 
the  best  of  my  abilities  that  I  recollected 
him,  aud  invite^l  him  in.  I  fancied  he  look¬ 
ed  somewhat  astouislied  on  being  ushered 
into  our  plain  little  back  parlor  ;  and  I  am 
ijiiittsiire  my  uncle  did,  as  I  introduced  the 
two.  \ 

Mr.  Sunderland  was  exceedingly  polite 
and  affable,'  and  conversed  in  quite  a  charm¬ 
ing  manner.  Nevertheless,  I  thought  I 
could  see  his  eye  take  in  the  homely  details 
of  the  room,  and  of  m^  own  tout  ensemble, 
and  a  half  scornful  look  play  about  his 
mouth.  However,  I  didn’t  care  in  the  least, 
since  I  had  long  ago  made  up  my  mind  that 
the  Fates  did  not  intend  I  should  have  a 
beau,  and  had  become  submissive  thereto  ; 
so  that  if  I  ever  did  liave  any,  it  was  so 
much  dear  gain,  and  if  they  left,  no  loss  I 
My  uncle  was,  apparently,  not  a  little  amaz¬ 
ed  as  he  seemed  slowly  to  comprehend  the 
idea  that  the  visitant  was  my  own,  and,  after 
the  lapse  of  several  moments,  Jdemurely  arose 
and  left  us  to  ourselves. 

Mr.  Sunderland  was  quite  an  amateur. 
“  Had  I  attended  the  opera  ?” 

“  I  had  not” 

“Indeed!  He  thought  it  exceedingly 
fine  !  exquisite  !  He  was  passionately  fond 
of  music.  We  should  have  the  opera  but  a 
few  evenings  longer  in  the  city.  Would  I 
give  him  the  pleasure  of  allowing  him  to 
attend  me  thither,  to-morrow  evening  ?” 

I  accepted  the  invitation. 

Mr.  Sunderland  was  literary.  “Moore 
was  liis  favorite,  and,  as  he  suspected,  mine 
also.  Did  he^iot  discover  me  looking  over 
a  volume  of  that  poet  at  Mrs.  B - ’s  ?” 

“I  had  looked  into  it  somewhat.  Still  I 
could  not  say  that  Moore  was  my  favorite  of 
favorites.  I  was  not  particularly  fond  of 
that  class  of  writers.  I  liked  those  of  the 
Coleridge  and  Wordsworth  stamp  better.’' 

Mr,  Sunderland  bowed,  “He  admired 
my  taste.  Coleridge  and  Wordsworth  were 
also  favorites  with  him — and,  now  he  thought 
of  it,  Moore  was  not  entirely  natural  in  his 
descriptions — quite  too  overdrawn  1  How 
did  I  like  Byron  ?” 

I  confessed  to  little  admiration  for  him. 

Mr.  Sunderland  was  not  pleased  with  him. 

I  acknowledged,  in  the  main,  more  inter- 
in  prose  than  in  poetic  writers. 

*.  Sunderland  was  exceedingly  delighted 
with  my  good  sense.  He  “  had  read  Scott’s 
novels  with  absorbing  interest  He  rejoiced 
in  the  good  old  days  of  knightly  chivalry,” 

I  liked  the  historical  feature  of  the  novel. 

I  loved  history. 

Mr.  Sunderland  was  immediately  passion¬ 
ately  fond  of  history.  He  declared  Gibbon’s 
United  States  to  be  a  most  masterly  produc¬ 
tion — worthy  comparison  even  with  Caesar’s 
Decline  and  Fall  of.  the  Roman  Empire.  ” 
(Oh,  how  I  did  want  a  fan  !) 

1  confess  to  feeling  decidedly  wicked,  and 
determined  to  lead  him  into  deeper  'waters. 
But  you  would  weary,  dear  reader^  and  your 
heart  perhaps  would  ache  with  pity,  were  I 
to  relate  all  the  perambulations  of  my  unfor¬ 
tunate  literary  admirer.  How  he  consider- 


what  before  I  had  only  read  and  imagined. 

I  listened  to  uoble  truths,  soul-stirring  sen¬ 
timent,  from  real  flesh  and  blood  lips  of  real 
human  beings  like  myself.  It  sent  through 
me  a  thrill  of  electric  life,  such  as  I  had 
never  felt  beforp.  I  sat  in  the  brilliantly 
lighted  lecture-room  amid  a  pleasant  hum  of 
happy  voices,  and  watched  little  groups  of 
friends  chatting  and  laughing  together,  with 
a  strange  feeling  of  miqgled  pleasure  and 
pain.  Yonderf  a  gay,  sunny-faced  young 
girl,  widi  red  cheeks  and  dimples,  kept  all 
around  her  aglow  with  delight.  There,  a 
fine,  portly  gentleman  watched  with  so  much 
fatherly  pride  and  love  every  movement  of 
the  “  gay  little  bird  ”  at  his  side.  Over  op¬ 
posite,  that  quiet  little  lady  possessed,  in 
soft,  hazel  eye,  power  to  bring  expression 
into  the  maiily  face  of  him  at  her  side.  Amid 
all  this,  had  my  gallant  been  a  noble,  whole- 
souled  mun,  with  thoughts  and  feelings  of 
his  own  ;  had  ho  been  like  many  I  saw 
around  me,  I  don’t  know  what  accident 
might  have  befallen  that  what-do-you-eall- 
it  tliat  beats  behind  my  blue  merino  bod¬ 
ice  ?  I  wouldn’t  have  been  answerable  for 
the  consequences. 

Fortunately,  or  unfortunately  (which  shall  noU“*  A1*°- 
I  say,  dear  matron  ?)  he  was  just  a  cipher — 
so  I  kept  equilibrium.  He  was  very  con¬ 
venient,  however,  and  I  rejoiced  in  the  beau¬ 
tiful  books,  writing-desks,  and  divers  other 
pretty  tilings  tliat  were  showered  upon  won¬ 
dering  me.  The  devotion  of  my  admirer 
and  the  mystery  of  the  whole  affair  have 
continued  to  increase.  '  The  now  decidedly 
literary  and  profound  Mr!  Sunderland  nearly 
every  evening  honored  that  little  back  par- 
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simple,  unostentatious  mode  of  life.  My 
plain  merino  was  more  beautiful  to  him  than 
all  the  trappings  of  the  guy  butterflies  of 
fashion  I”  At  length  all  this  reached  its  cul¬ 
minating  point,  and  the  glorious  “  Mr.  Sun 
derland,”  in  the  most  approved,  romantic, 
•hivolric  manner,  knelt  at  my  feet  and  told 
me  that  his  everlasting  happiness  or  misery 
depended  on  a  word  from  my  lips. 

Well,  well,  I  really  had  no  notion  of  com¬ 
ing  to  all  this  1  so  I  insisted  as  best  I  could, 
in  my  practical  way,  on  his  taking  a  more 
rational  view  of  the  matter  ;  and  finally  sent 
him  away  in  a  most  melancholy  and  uncom 
fort  state  of  mind.  This,  however,  was  no 
end  to  the  matter.  The  fortress  of  my  heart 
was  now  immediately  besieged,  or  rather 
stormed,  with  numerous  beseeching,  senti¬ 
mental,  passionate,  pink-paper  missives.  All 
my  philosophy  was  put  to  rout.  He  seem¬ 
ed  to  be  in  earnest — really,  desperately  in 
earnest.  Here  was  apparently  a  Jvery  ahal 
low  specimen  of  humanity,  and  I  could  not 
fathom  him  ! 

But  at  last — at  last  a  change  came  o’er 
the  spirit  of  the  dream.  The  missives  ceas¬ 
ed — Mr.  Sunderland  came  not — sent  no  mes¬ 
sage  !  I  met  him  in  the  street,  and  he  knew 
me  not.  Would  there  ever  be  an  end  of 
miseries  ?  The  transition  was  quite  like  a 
calm  following  a  storm,  but  the  spoils  were 
mine,  and  I  wondered — wondered — and 
might  have  wondered  in  wain  to  the  present 
day,  had  not  a  circumstance  occurred  by 
which  the  whole  mystery  was  unravelled. 

One  day  Frank  B - -  called  to  settle 

some  business  transactions  with  my  uncle. 
It  so  happened  that  that  gentleman  was  out 
and  consequently  Mr.  Frank  condescended 
to  amuse  himself  with  me  until  his  return. 

He  inquired  how  I  enjoyed  the  soiree,  and 
finally,  with  a  mischievous  look,  “how  I 
liked  Mr.  Sunderland  ?”  I  suspected  some¬ 
thing  from  the  gentleman’s  manner,  and 
begged  him  to  solve  me  the  strange  riddle. 

Mr.  Frank  instantly  burst  into  a  uncon¬ 
trollable  fit  of  laughter,  which  he  seemed  to 
enjoy  exceedingly.  When  he  had  recovered 
sufficiently  to  be  able  to  speak,  ‘  ‘Miss  Smith,” 
said  he,  “I  could  describe  a  little  scene  of 
the  evening,  which  yon  might  be  at  liberty 
to  interpret  as  you  please." 

Of  course  I  insisted  upon  hearing  it 

“Well,  then,  Mr.  Sunderland  and  a  friend 
(Ed.  Ryder)  were  standing  a  moment  to¬ 
gether;  you  were  looking  over  a  book  at  the 
table,  and  another  young  lady  at  the  oppo¬ 
site  side  was  toying  with  an  exquisite  iftde 
volume.  Ed.  wispered  (looking  only  at  th* 
latter  fair  one)  ‘Sunderland,  I  teH  yon,  she 
would  be  a  fine  bird  oatch — that  one  over 
there  at  the  table — an  only  child,  and  her 
father  was  worth  $2,000,000,  they  say.’ 
Thev  separated,  and  I  aaw  Mr.  Sunderland’s 
eyes  fixed  admiringly  on — yourself!  Is  that 
mtisfactory?’ 

It  ought  to  have  been;  and  ol  course  I 
laughed  heartily,  and  declared  it  to  be  the 
richest  of  the  season.  Still  I  did  fed  at  first 
just  a  little  nettled.  However,  I  counted 
up  the  costs,  and  found  I  had  gained  much, 
Substantially,  besides  ijie  fun.  So 
relapsed  again  into  an  old  maid, 
doubly  content  with  my  lot  now  that  I  have 
had  a  “lotw,” 
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